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INTRODUCTION

Poems find their way into anthologies for varied reasons. Like most
anthologies, The Calling of Kindred contains a mixture of the well-
known and the unfamiliar, and the poems here have all been chosen
because I have found them memorable — that is, worth remember-
ing. Poems. after all, are the most portable of all forms of art. They
may be as short as two lines or as long as Paradise Lost; but phrases,
lines, stanzas and whole poems can be carried in the memory for a
lifetime.

I have chosen poems from the time of Shakespeare to the present
day; my aim has been to put a selection of ‘classic’ poems (and some
less well-known poems by ‘classic’ authors) alongside poems that are
not yet classic at all. I have done this both to provide some land-
marks for those coming fresh to English poetry and to show how
writers throughout the world borrow, share or echo each other's
ideas, forms and images. More than one-third of the poems collected
here are by poets who write in English, but are not British-born.

The Calling of Kindred is arranged in five sections, each one con-
taining a mixture of poems from different periods and countries.
They are not grouped by theme (although sometimes two or more
related poems have deliberately been placed together), but several
themes do run strongly through the anthology as a whole: time.
memory, and the tension between past and present; love, and the
feelings that bind families and generations together; war, conflict and
its effect on the survivor; the sense of place, the sense of restlessness
and the sense of exile. In the notes, arranged alphabetically by
author in the section ‘'The poets and their poems’, I offer a number
of cross-references to lead readers from one poem to another. There
is also a brief introduction to each poet or poem and an explanation
of some words and references that may be unfamiliar, particularly to
those for whom English is not their home language or culture.

All the poems I have chosen are complete in themselves, so there
are no extracts from longer works. It may seem strange that in a col-
lection of English poetry I have included some translations. I have
done this because poets have always translated each other's work,
and translations can acquire their own importance in a new lan-
guage. Thus Ezra Pound's Exile's Letter, for instance, is a famous and
finely crafted poem in its own right. Irina Ratushinskaya's poetry has
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probably had. in the past decade. more influence in English transla-
tion than in its original Russian.

In poetry, poets speak to their readers; they also speak to cach
other. Sometimes this is literally so. as when Coleridge speaks to
Charles Lamb in This Lime-Tree Bower My Prison or when Eleanor
Farjeon addresses her friend Edward Thomas after his death in the
First World War. Poets listen to each other. too: in Old House at Ang
Siang Hill the Singapore poet Arthur Yap remembers the words of
the Irish poet W.B. Yeats, and in The Lying Art the Australian Peter
Porter argues about the nature of poetry with the American
Marianne Moore. Sometimes it will be the reader who brings two
poets together, hearing echoes of which the poets themselves may
have been unaware. When the New Zealand poet Meg Campbell
finds delight in the few words of Gaelic she remembers from her
Scottish father (Loch., Black Rock. Beautiful Boat), she is describing the
same language that delighted Wordsworth in The Solitary Reaper.

Our kindred are the members of our family, however close or far-
flung. Kindred spirits are those with whom we feel we have much in
common. Poetry is written, spoken and read in English all round the
world, and poets and readers are a diverse but also a closely-knit
family. It is very moving to hear the Italian Primo Levi (in The
Survivor) borrow the voice of the English poet Coleridge's Ancient
Mariner to speak for all those who endured the horror of Auschwitz
and the Holocaust. I hope users of this anthology (teachers, students
and individual readers) will be stirred by other such echoes: it is for
this reason that I have borrowed a phrase from the Welsh poet Ruth
Bidgood and taken as my title The Calling of Kindred.

Adrian Barlow
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SECTION A

Instead of an Interview

The hills, I told them: and water. and the clear air
(not yielding to more journalistic probings):

and a river or two, I could say. and certain bays
and ah, those various and incredible hills . . .

And all my family still in the one city

within walking distances of each other

through streets [ could follow blind. My school was gone

and half my Thorndon smashed for the motorway

but every corner revealed familiar settings

for the dreams I'd not bothered to remember — 10
ingrained: ingrown: incestuous: like the country.

And another city offering me a lover

and quite enough friends to be going on with:
bookshops: galleries: gardens: fish in the sea:
lemons and passionfruit growing free as the bush.
Then the bush itself: and the wild grand south:
and wooden houses in occasional special towns.

And not a town or a city 1 could live in.

Home, as I explained to a weeping niece.

home is London; and England. Ireland, Europe. 20
I have come home with a suitcase full of stones —

of shells and pebbles, pottery. pieces of bark:

here they lie around the floor of my study

as | telephone a cable 'Safely home’

and moments later. thinking of my dears.

wish the over-resonant word cancelled:

‘Arrived safely’ would have been clear enough,

neutral, kinder. But another loaded word

creeps up now to interrogate me.

By going back to look. after thirteen years, 30
have I made myself for the first time an exile?

Fleur Adcock
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Epilogue to ‘Death of a Hero’

Eleven years after the fall of Troy.

We. the old men — some of us nearly forty —
Met and talked on the sunny rampart

Over our wine, while the lizards scuttled

In dusty grass. and the crickets chirred.

Some bared their wounds;

Some spoke of the thirst, dry in the throat,
And the heart-beat, in the din of battle;
Some spoke of intolerable sufferings.

The brightness gone from their eyes

And the grey already thick in their hair.

And T sat a little apart

From the garrulous talk and old memories,

And T heard a boy of twenty

Say petulantly to a girl, seizing her arm:

‘Oh, come away, why do you stand there
Listening open-mouthed to the talk of old men?
Haven't you heard enough of Troy and Achilles?
Why should they bore us for ever

With an old quarrel and the names of dead men
We never knew, and dull forgotten battles?’

And he drew her away,

And she looked back and laughed
As he spoke more contempt of us.
Being now out of hearing.

And T thought of the graves by desolate Troy
And the beauty of many young men now dust,
And the long agony. and how useless it all was.
And the talk still clashed about me

Like the meeting of blade and blade.

And as they two moved further away
He put an arm about her, and kissed her:

And afterwards I heard their gay distant laughter.

10
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And I looked at the hollow cheeks 30
And the weary eyes and the grey-streaked heads

Of the old men — nearly forty — about me;

And I too walked away

In an agony of helpless grief and pity.

Richard Aldington

Kindred

I am still a mile or two

from the source. In spite of myself

[ hear the stony flow of the stream

as specch, though not about anything
I know. No bleating, no bird-call;

the only other sound is a breeze

over molinia-grass. It is hard

not to think of a sigh.

On cither hand the shallow slope

of the bank steepens, further up. 10
to a low hill; behind that

rises high land. Nothing seems to grow

for miles but long pale grass

in ankle-turning clumps. My mind

sees little horns of moss on the moors,

cups of lichen on grey rocks,

red-green of whinberry leaves.

Round the next curve of the stream

low broken walls delineate a life

almost beyond my imagining. 20
Something calls, with a voice

seeming at first as alien

as the stream'’s, yet inescapable,

and after a while more like

the calling of kindred,

or my own voice echoing

from a far-off encompassing wall.

Ruth Bidgood
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Signs of Winter

The cat runs races with her tail. The dog

Leaps o'er the orchard hedge and knarls the grass.
The swine run round and grunt and play with straw,
Snatching out hasty mouthfuls from the stack.

Sudden upon the elm-tree tops the crow

Unceremonious visit pays and croaks.

Then swops away. From mossy barn the owl

Bobs hasty out — wheels round and. scared as soon,

As hastily retires. The ducks grow wild

And from the muddy pond fly up and wheel 10
A circle round the village and soon, tired,

Plunge in the pond again. The maids in haste

Snatch from the orchard hedge the mizzled clothes

And laughing hurry in to keep them dry.

John Clare

This Lime-Tree Bower My Prison

In the June of 1797. some long-expected Friends pa.d a visit to the author's
cottage: and on the morning of their arrival. he met with an accident, which
disabled him from walking during the whole time of their stay. One evening,
when they had left him for a few hours, he composed the following lines in
the garden-bower.

Well, they are gone, and here must I remain,

This lime-tree bower my prison! I have lost

Beauties and feelings, such as would have been

Most sweet to my remembrance even when age

Had dimmed mine eyes to blindness! They. meanwhile,
Friends, whom I never more may meet again,

On springy heath, along the hill-top edge.

Wander in gladness, and wind down, perchance,

To that still roaring dell, of which I told:

The roaring dell, o’erwooded, narrow, deep, 10
And only speckled by the mid-day sun;

Where its slim trunk the ash from rock to rock

Flings arching like a bridge; — that branchless ash,
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Unsunned and damp. whose few poor yellow leaves
Ne'er tremble in the gale, yet tremble still.,

Fanned by the water-fall! and there my friends
Behold the dark green file of long lank weeds,

That all at once (a most fantastic sight!)

Still nod and drip beneath the dripping edge

Of the blue clay-stone.

Now, my friends emerge 20
Beneath the wide wide Heaven — and view again
The many-steepled tract magnificent
Of hilly fields and meadows. and the sea.
With some fair bark. perhaps. whose sails light up
The slip of smooth clear blue betwixt two Isles
Of purple shadow! Yes! they wander on
In gladness all; but thou, methinks, most glad,
My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined
And hungered after Nature, many a year,
In the great City pent, winning thy way 30
With sad yet patient soul. through evil and pain
And strange calamity! Ah! glowly sink
Behind the western ridge, thou glorious sun!
Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb.
Ye purple heath-flowers! richlier burn, ye clouds!
Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves!
And kindle, thou blue ocean! So my Friend
Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stood.
Silent with swimming sense; yea, gazing round
On the wide landscape. gaze till all doth seem 40
Less gross than bodily: and of such hues
As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes
Spirits perceive his presence.

A delight

Comes sudden on my heart, and [ am glad
As I myself were there! Nor in this bower,
This little lime-tree bower, have I not marked
Much that has soothed me. Pale beneath the blaze
Hung the transparent foliage: and 1 watched
Some broad and sunny leaf, and loved to see
The shadow of the leaf and stem above 50
Dappling its sunshine! And that walnut-tree
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Was richly tinged. and a deep radiance lay

Full on the ancient ivy. which usurps

Those fronting elms, and now. with blackest mass
Makes their dark branches gleam a lighter hue
Through the late twilight: and though now the bat
Wheels silent by, and not a swallow twitters,

Yet still the solitary humble bee

Sings in the bean-flower! Henceforth I shall know
That Nature ne'er deserts the wise and pure; 60
No plot so narrow, be but Nature there,

No waste so vacant, but may well employ

Each faculty of sense, and keep the heart

Awake to Love and Beauty! and sometimes

"Tis well to be bereft of promised good.

That we may lift the Soul. and contemplate

With lively joy the joys we cannot share.

My gentle-hearted Charles! When the last rook
Beat its straight path along the dusky air
Homewards. I blest it! deeming, its black wing 70
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light)

Had crossed the mighty orb's dilated glory,

While thou stood'st gazing: or when all was still,
Flew creeking o'er thy head, and had a charm

For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom

No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

Oread

Whirl up, sea —

Whirl your pointed pines.
Splash your great pines

On our rocks.

Hurl your green over us —
Cover us with your pools of fir.

H.D. (Hilda Doolittle)
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